SALLY, 
CREY 
INOUSTRIES |S 
AN EVIL COMPANY. 
EVERYBODY KNOWS 


YOu 
CANT GO 
WORK FOR 
THEM! YOU'LL BE 
OOING SOMETHING 
ILLEGAL ANDO. 
ANO..WELL EVIL 
BEFORE YOU 
\ KNOW TT 


THIS 
1S MY LIFE, 
HERNANDO! 


att OF 


IF 
THEY'RE SO 
EVIL, WHY HASNT 
SOME "HERO? LIKE YOU 
ARRESTED THEM? 
HUH? 


BUT I GUESS 
YOURE THE EXPERT 
WW THE FAMILY ABOUT 
BREAKING THE 


1B eeenel Gm pee 
TESOL JR, 
Ma kEtemme St) | Me xitieni.e % 


Cel 
He snel wit @ ke 


WHY OON'T 
YOu 60 Ger 
HER? 


aril 


HOW MANY 
WOMEN SUST 
COME BARGING INTO 
YOUR APARTMENT 
UKE MEP 


OH! Hl WAR WITCH. SORRY, 
TWAS ENGROSSEO IN THIS 
FILE I STOLE FROM THE 
MALTA GROUP. 


YOU STOLE A FILE 

FROM THE MALTA GROUP 

BASE? HOW COME YOU 
NEVER TOLO US? 


HEY! tHar's YOu. WHat 
0066 IT SAY ABOUT YOU? 


BECAUSE, APPARENTLY, THE 
STH COLUMN IS INTERESTED 
IW ME. VERY ITERESTED, 


I'M ON AUST Coma? wi) 
OF TWELVE HEROES THE \ 


STH COLMMK) HAS MARKED AS 
"PROBABLE HOSTS" WHATEVER 
THAT MEANS. 


WANTED TO 
SEE IF THERE WAS 
ANSTHING IMPORTANT 
ON Ir. 


OOESNIT SOUND 

6000. WE WEED TO FIND 

OUT WHAT'S GOING ON 
HERE, 


I 
WAS THINKING 
THE SAME THIS. AND 
I KNOW SWST WHO 
CAN HELP US. 


YOU DONT 
MEAN. 


MY WHOLE HISTORY 
BEFORE AND AFTER THE 
WAR. 
WHAT 
MAKES YOL/ 50 
SPECIAL?F 


KAYLA. SHE'S OUR BEST 
‘ONTACT FOR ANYTHING STH 
COLUMN. 
OHHH 
MAN. I ALREADY HATE 
THIS PLAN ANO WE HAVEN'T EVEN 
BEEN AMBYSHED IN) AN 
ALLEYWAY YET, 


WELL, 
EARLY. TH 


CREY INDUSTRIES 
INTERNATIONAL 
HEADQUARTERS 


SALLY IT IS. ARE YOU EXCITED 
TO START YOUR FIRST OAY AT 
THE WORLD'S GREATEST 


iz iP 
!ORPORATION: T SURE 


AM! I'VE BEEN 
REALLY LOOKING FORWARO 
TO THIS. THANKS AGAIN 
30000 MUCH FOR 
HIRING ME. 


BARRERA? 
WELCOME 10 CREY 
INOUSTRIES. 


oH, 
THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH. 
PLEASE, CALL 
ME SALLY. 


YOUR QUALIFICATIOUS SUMPEO 
OFF THE PAGE WHEN WE READ 
THEM. TM SURE YOU'LL BE A 
TREMENDOUS ASSET TO 
OUR PUBLIC RELATIONS 
DEPARTMENT. 


ANO 
DON'T MENTION THIS 
TO YOUR NEW CO-WORKERS, 
BUT THE COMMTESS HERSELF 
ACTUALLY DIRECTED US TO 
HIRE YOU ONCE SHE READ 
YOUR RESUME. 


THE 
COMMTESS: 
CREY ACTUALLY HIREO 
ME HERSELF? WOW..I'M 
VERY PLATTEREO. 
THAT'S JUST... 


THE COWNTESS 
ALWAYS REVIEWS 
ANY PROMISING 
APPLICATIONS FOR 
IMPORTANT JOBS. 
SHE'S AN NICREDIBLY 
A. SHREWO SUDGE OF 
CHARACTER, 


NOW oust 
STEP ON THROUGH 
THE SECURITY SCANNERS 
ANO WE CAN BEGIN YOUR 
ORIENTATION. 


Irs 
"WE", SALLY. 
REMEMBER, YOU'RE 
PART OF THE CREY 
UCKETIIES TEAM 
10W. 


NTENANCE 


MAI 
—) 


DUST. A SMALL SECURITY MEASURE. 
ALL CREY EMPLOYEES RECEIVE AOF 


WTS THAT MONITOR 


T 


Is if SAF 
THAT NEEOLE 


LOOKS PRETTY ONT WORRY 
5/6. 


SALLY, I'S TOTALLY 
SAFE, JUST LIKE ALL OF 
CREY'S PRODUCTS. 


yy 


IN TIS CITY 
YOU CAN'T BE TOO 
YOu CAREFUL, AS I’M SURE 
GUYS HAVE A YOU KNOW. 
LOT OF SECURITY, 
HUH? 


WE'VE GOTTEN VERY UNFAIR 
TREATMENT IN) THE PRESS, ESPECIALLY 
THE WEB-BASED "REFORTERS” WHO HAVE 
NO EDITORIAL OVERSIGHT. SCURRILOUS 
RUMORMOUGERWG AND LIES, I 
ASSURE YOU. 


RDF 
IMPLANT 
CENTER 


We 
CERTAINLY 
HOPE SO. 


NOW, LET'S 
START THE TOUR, 
SHALL WEP 


PLUS, WE GET A 
LOT OF THREATS, 
EVEN SOME FROM 
ROGUE "HEROES' 
WHO THINK WE'RE 
uP 10.No 
6000. 


I Guess 
ITLL BE MY JOB 
10 HOO SOME OF 
THAT BAD 
IMAGE. 


WELLY, 

WELLY, WELLY, 

WHAT HAVE WE 
HERE? 


HORUS! FRU. T ae 
SIRPE/ HOW 60 i 
gba Abel rea READY TO KICK to seeyou YW awe, ae 

KBs SOME FASCIST TAL AGAIN, KAYLA. ( GHl¥. YOU KNOW 
WITH ME AND MY KEW THANKS FOR) I'M YOUR 6 
PALS HERE? MEETING 
us. 


rs 
WAR WITCH. 
a 


“THIS CAFTA PLANET 
OUST KIODING, GIRL. GIMME A I OUST MET THESE GUYS A ms Gat pod eI 


HUG! YOU KNOW I LOQOCOVE COUPLE OF HOURS AGO, BuT " 
YOUR HAIR. WHO AM ITO THEY SEEM COOL. PLUS THEY Bes, 
HATE THE STH COLUMN, SO 
THEY GOT THAT GOING FOR 10, DUMMY. SHE'S 


NO, 
‘EM. ANYWAY, I ASKED ne 
‘EM ALONG TO HELP 2 THE STRIPED WITCH 
our. 


KAYLA, TWAS KIND 


OF HOPING TO 


EP THIS 


IOW, QUIET. STAKE IN) THIS ONE, KUOW 


WHAT I MEAN? 


YOU MEAN 
HORUS? He's 
ITER *RIEND WIGHT I $} 
YOU HAVE THERE. ARMOR. 


BELIEVE HE 
WAS REFERRING 
TO KAYLA. 


SHE'S CALLING A CONTACT OF KAYLA WAS FUZZY ON 
(O SHE THINKS MIGHT THE DETAILS - WHAT 
VE A LEAD FOR US. ERACTLY ARE We TRUNG 


oon'T 
WORRY YOUR LITTLE 
NOGGIN H., THESE Guus 
MAY JUST BE MUSCLE, BUT 
THEY'LL KEEP THEIR MOUTHS 
SHAT. 


6e! 010 You NOT 
SEE THE BLONDE? RRROWR! 

NOW, WHAT'S THE ? 
TELL AUNTIE KAYLA 


OH, YEAH, KAYLA'S A 
HANDFUL ALL RIGHT, AS I’M 
SURE WE'RE ALL ABOUT 
TO FIND OUT. fe 


SEEN HER IN A FIGHT 
ALREADY - SHE'S VERY, 
WELL, ENTHUSIASTIC. 


WE'RE GOING TO 
FIND A STH COLUMN 
BASE, BREAK IN, HACK 
THEIR COMPUTER SYSTEM 
AND STEAL THEIR MOST 
SECRET FILES. 


NO MATTER 
HOW MANY HEADS 
WE HAVE TO BREAK 
ALONG THE 


We RECOGNIZE 
UN TALENT, ANO REWARO IT 
WHEN WE FINIO IT 
REALLY? THAT'S 
GREAT! I'0 HEARO IT 
YOU'LL WAS HARO TO GET INTO 
BE WORKING HERE, THAT DEPARTMENT. 
IW THE PR OEPARTMENT. 
YOU'LL BE SPECIALIZING IN 


RELATIONS AND 
PUBLICITY. 


4ES, 

CREY RECENES 
HINDREDS OF FALSE 
ACCUSATIONS AND LEGAL 
THREATS EVERY DAY. HERE WE 
GATHER INFORMATION THAT 
CAN HELP US PROVE OUR 
WHOCENCE IN A COURT 


IT'S SURPRISING HOW 
MANY PEOPLE ARE 
FALSELY ACCUSED 
THESE DAYS. 


Bud ‘8 A PERPECT EXAMP 


"RESPOUSELE FOR MISTAKES THAT 
M ADE THERE. 


SIN THE ENSUING 
CONFRONTATION, 
THE HERO'S ACTIONS 
DESTABILIZED THE 
SITUATION.” 


‘s PERFECT EXAMPLE 
GREY 's ONE OF THE MOST ; PRESS BLOWING 
ENVIRONMENTALLY COK pia 
CORPORATION le 
ALY en FOLLOW RESTRCTION at 
(0 THE LETTER OF THE 


‘ABOUT THAT 

S READING 

ABOUT TODAY IW THE 
PAPER? 


“THERE WAS A SLIGHT 
MISUNIDERSTANONG WITH 
AHERO WHO HAD NO 
BUSINESS BEING THERE IN 
THE FIRST PLACE.” 


“FORTUNATELY, ONLY 

A SMALL AMOUNT OF 
CHEMICALS ESCAPED INTO 
THE ENVIRONMENT, AND We 
QUICKLY CLEANED IT UP." 


(OH, WELL, THAT'S VERY DIFFERENT FROM 
WHAT WAS IN) THE PAPERS. HOW COULD THEY 
THEY GET IT $0 WRONG? HAVE A VERY PRO- 
HERO AGENDA. HOPEFULLY, 
YOU'LL BE ABLE TO HELP US 


NO, NOT 
. : NECESSARILY - ALTHOUGH 
ee ey YOUR PROPOSAL, MS. BARERA, 
HOW ~ x 
COULO I CHANGE 
THAT? WOULD YOU 
PREFER AN ANT/-HERO 


CHANGE THAT. AGENDA? 


A 
ANYWAY, I'M 
ABOUT TO TAKE YOU SECURITY 
INTO OUR CEPOSITIONS FOR TAKING 
OEPARTMENT. QEFOSTONS 


ISWT IT? 


WELL, WE HAVE A 
SPECIAL TECHNIQUE. 
YOU'LL SEE WHAT I 
MEAN IN) A MOMENT. 


THIS 
IS ALL FOR TAKING 
DEFOSITIONS? 
WOW... 


POLYGRAPHS ARE 
ANCIENT HISTORY. THIS 
EQUIPMENT IS THE MOST ADVANCED 
MENTAL PROCESS MONITORING 
SUSTEM IN THE WORLD. 


NOT oust 
LIE DETECTORS - 

THEY'RE ALSO MEMTAL 
ENHANCERS. THEY GIVE A PERSON 
PERFECT RECALL OF EVENTS, EVEN IF THEY 
HAPPENED YEARS AGO. THEY ENSURE 
WE ALWAYS GET THE ANSWERS 
WE NEEO. 


vers 
DUST SAY IT'S IN A “BRAY ZONE" 
RIGHT NOW, BUT WE'RE LOBBYING HARD TO HAVE IT 
ADMISSIBLE IN) COURT. AT THE VERY LEAST, IT LETS US FINO OUT 
WHAT WE NEED TO. AND THERE ARE THINGS WE NEED TO KNOW. 


M0’ HAPPY 
TO TELL YOU 


THERE'S NO PERMANENT 
DAMAGE. HE'LL BE FINE. AND W/ WOW, TAKE 
THE END, HE'LL HAVE BEEN A Mibute TO 
HAFPY 8 HELP US GATHER YOURSELF. 
GREATHE DEEP. 
READY? 


S 


e 


a! 


<a 


WW THE 
FLAMES OF 
SWSTICE! 


YEAH! BURN 
WW THE FLAMES 
OF PAYBACK! 


WELL, AT LEAST THEY'RE SORRY ‘BOUT THAT, H. I KNOW 
STILL ALIVE, IF NOT YOU WANTED TO CHIN WAG WITH 
CONSCIOUS. . THEM. MAYBE IF I SLAP ONE 
ACROSS THE FACE HE'LL 
WAKE HP. 


ES or 
Sait iis Ole. 
THAT WORKS IF ‘ot . PERHAPS A 
I MORE SHBTLE 
APPROACH WOULD BE 
APPROPRIATE? 


Low 
THINK YOU COULD BE 
SUBTLE IN THAT WEB OF DENTAL 
FLOSS YOU CALL A COSTUME. 


ir 


i ios OPCS 


OWT 
WORRY. YOU'LL 
00 FINE, DUS 
BE YOURSELF. 


I'M OK. 

IT'S DUST, YOU KNOW, 
EXCITING. NOT EVERY DAY THAT YOU 
MEET ONE OF THE WEALTHIEST 
WOMEN IN THE WORLD. 


IF YOU'LL 
OUST STEP 
OVER HERE FOR 
A MOMENT 


I'VE, HH, BEEN VERY 
MMPRESSED WITH YOUR 
- 


EVERYTHING. 
UM. EVERYTHING MR. 
TYLER’S SHOWN ME HAS 
BEEN VERY, WM. 
MWPRESSIVE. 


IM 
NOT SWRE I 
JOW WHAT YOU 
MEAN. 


NEW, $0 I'LL 
MAKE A QUE TIME 
EXCEPTION ANDO ASK A 
QUESTION A SECOND 


WHAT (8 THE 
WORST TANG YOUVE 
EVER HEARO ANYONE 

SAY ABOUT ME? 


WELL, TO BE HONEST, IVE 
HEARO A LOT OF NEGATIVE 
THINGS ABOUT CREY 
INOUSTRIES SINCE I TOOK 
THIS JOB. 


BUT THE WORST 
HAS 10 BE THAT YOU STEAL 
THE BODIES OF FALL! 
HEROES ANO USE THEM IN) 
YOUR LABS. 


Ne) 
HOW WOULD 40M, 


I'D POINT OUT THE LACK OF PROOF FOR 
DUS STORIES AND THEN 


NOT BA0. 


NOW. I HAVE 
SOMETHING ELSE 
IWANT 10 018¢ 
WITH YOU. 


TRANSPLANTS AND 
RESEARCH. 


IM 
SURE YOU'VE 
HEARO OF OUR 
HEROES FOR TOMORROW 
PROGRAM. 


WE PROVIDE EQUIPMENT ANNO 
TRAWING FOR HEROES, ALONG 
WITH UNIFORMS THAT ENSURE THEIR 
ANONYMITY. THIS IS A NON-PROFIT 

SERVICE BY CREY, AIMED 
SOLELY AT MAKING THE cry 
SAFER, 


THERE'VE BEEN FACS 
REPORTS OF OUR HER( 
NEEDLESSLY ATTACKING 
OTHER, SO-CALLED. 
HEROES. 


MITERLY ABOVE REPROACH. 


ro 
YOU TO HEAD 


REALLY? 
THAT'S WM, QUITE 
AN HONOR. 


U T UNFAMILIAR WITH 
RUMOR ANO WNHENOO 
CAN 00 TO AN ‘ON 
OR COMPAN 


EXCELLENT. 


NOT. TO BE HOW 
ANO I DON’T 
TH YOUR WORK 
HEROES 
OF TOMORROW. 


BETTER THAN 
HB. 


YOU TO THAT 
PROMISE. 


war 4 NOT i HERE WAS 
HAPPENED TO Z y SION 
HORUS? ( Z 


IOION'T See HIM 
COME OUT OF IT. 


WE'RE 
GETTING OUT 
BUTTS KICKED, 
ARENT WEP 


C1 neyo nwo 
PA ‘site tcouo 
fe. 


GRAB ON oe 


y 


CN 
Uy 
ay 


9] HOW. 
010 YO! 
THA 


Ra 


INEEO 10 GO 
HOME..REST. 
L.DONT..KNOW. a 


t STORY. HOW 
S YOUR FIRST DAY 


OF WORK? 


SUPER VILLAIN) 
Now. 


Che Jlaragon Cimes> 


Veritas Vos Liberabit 
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NOT BUSINESS AS USUAL IN VISTA PLAZA 


By Jimmy Spango 
Times Staff 
PARAGON CITY, RI. - Office workers were terrified today when 


members of the Trolls and the Tsoo invaded an office building in 
Vista Plaza. 


“Te was so strange,” one office worker exclaimed. “They didn’t fight, 


or take anything. They didn’t even wreck the place. It seemed like 
they were just here to talk.” 


An office worker and two uninvited guests 


See OFFICE page 2 


THE “OTHER” HEROES 
By Don T 
Special to the Times 


PARAGON CITY, RI - Paragon city is fa- 
mous for its men and women who adorn 
themselves in brightly colored costumes, and 
go out there, trying to make the world a safer 


1g> tO 
taking on arch villains, these individuals are 


place. From stopping a simple mu: 


recognized as making a major difference. 


The face of the word on the street 


See HEROES page 3 


Heroic Visions: FanArt | 1He Hero Chronicles: Fan fiction 
Fantastic fan art from the City | Just Men 


of Heroes Community. : 
* Page 6 By Morchaint 


“Jonsey, it’s time.” 
I nodded. “Yes sir.” 
“Jonsey,” the ma 
perated. “This is it. C 


Your Local Weather 


© Atlas Park — Sunny 47/30 
XE Astoria Gloomy 25/14 
+ Baumtown Dusty 65/56 
2 Brickstown Sunny 60/46 
‘Found. Falls Sunny 53/34 
% Galaxy City Sunny 49/31 
2) Ind.Port Sunny 45/23 
2 Kings Row Sunny 49/32 
“Overbrook Sunny 47/30 
Mee Perez Park Foggy 52/34 
& Skyway City Sunny 51/31 
QE Steel Canyon Sunny 49/32 
\) Talos Island Sunny 44/24 
eter ie neciyed 

pics peee sis 

www.cityofheroes.com 


in white said, exas- 


you drop the sir 


just once? At the end?” 
I leaned on my mop and considered 


for a moment. “I suppose I can, 

He didn't laugh. I guess he wasn't in 
the mood. Instead he studied the bundle 
in his hands. It was wrapped in typical 


institutional off-white canvas, but I could 


guess its contents, 


Continued page 
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OFFICE 


Continued from page 1 


Trolls harassed the staff, as security footage 
provided by the company shows. However, the 
office’s public relations representative confirms the 
worker's story. “Neither personnel nor property 
was damaged or removed... we have no intention 
of contacting the insurance carrier at this time,” 
claims a press release from the company. 

Police are aware of the situation. “We're see- 
ing increases in this sort of office invasion,” Skyway 
City Security 
these office buildings a 
talk without entering hostile territory.” 


explained. “Gang leaders see 
neutral ground. They can 


The Chief believes this growing problem is 
how most major drug and weapons deals are being 
brokered throughout the city. “It’s not just a prob- 
lem here in Skyway, other city zones report similar 
problems.” 


Knowledge Is Power 
by Paula Taylor 


As an experienced hero, it’s 
time to consider the legacy 
you would like to leave. What 
better legacy can you give than donating your 
time and skill to the next generation of heroes 
through the Mentors & Exemplars program? 


“Kp” 


By Mentoring a less-experienced hero, you can 
temporarily re-classify them to one security level 
below your own. By directing their attacks and 
defenses to greater effectiveness, you train them 
in conquering greater threats than they other- 
wise could. 


Caught on tape, Trolls and Tso 


The Security Chief points out that as long as 
they don't break anything, all the police would be 
able to do is disperse them from the area. “If they're 
not engaging in felonies, we can't arrest them.” The 
Chieflaments. “Keeping them out is a problem for 
building security.” 


A hero eventually chased off the troublemak- 
ers after a security guard managed to make a cell 
phone call from the bathroom. The identity of the 
hero is currently unknown. 


Asan Exemplar, you hold your own abilities back 
to match their current level of skill. In this way, 
you act as support without minimizing the chal- 
lenges they face. To reward your service, the city 
will forgive your debt as you both defeat your 
foes. If you have no debt, your selflessness will 
grant you more influence within the city. 


Do your part to help the next generation. Be a 
Mentor or Exemplar today. 


This has been a Heroic Service Announcement by 
SERVE: Support, Education and Resources for 
Vigilante Excellence 
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Continued from page 1 


But what of those who also help in the, as one 
hero put it, “Never ending battle”? Those who get 
little or no recognition, but are just as vital to the 
good fight as someone who might serve alongside 
the Statesman? 


One such man i: ily.” He asked that his 
full name not be disclosed, but I can assure you, 
after spending a day with him, that while he may 
not be taking on Hellions and Skulls personally, he 


is no less involved than any other hero out there. 


Willy is an information provider. His net- 
work of snitches and contacts keep him informed 
of the latest happenings in Paragon city, and in the 
hour and a half I spent with him outside of a build- 
ing in Steel Canyon, I personally witnessed no less 
than 40 heroes speak with him, and leave with a 
new goal, based on information Willy provided. To 
say nothing of his constant Cell phone calls. 


Many Hero Contacts can be found in the 
safety of Alas Park’s City Hall, but Willy likes to be 
on the street, where he can see it all. And routinely, 
he does. 


“The Lost often get on their soapboxes not 
more than 20 yards from my location” Willy ex- 
plained, “To date, I’ve just pretty much ignored 
them, and they, in turn, ignore me. When a hero 
comes by however--” Willy laughed. 


Knowledge Is Power 
by Paula Taylor 


Ske” 

Paragon City is filled with both 
heroes and villains displaying amazing abilities and 
flashy powers. Such sights are awe-inspiring, but 
they can also inspire the envious to desire powers 
of their own, or different powers from what they 
now have. While these desires are understandable, 
acting on them may be illegal. 


If you want specialized training or the develop- 
ment of powers, there are many official programs 
licensed through City Hall. Be wary of unlicensed 


www.cityofheroes.com 


Page 3 


As I spent time with him, I too was privy to 
this drama, as the Lost would be quiet as a hero 
passes by, and then they would attack. 


“They really dislike heroes. A hero gets within 
10 yards of these fanatics and suddenly it’s time for 
fireworks.” 


Almost always the Lost are defeated, and the 
hero, or heroes, would move on, but shortly after 
that, I would notice that more members would 
move into that spot. 


“They're persistent,” Willy explained, “but so 
are Paragon's champions.” 


Willy maintains a certain modesty about him- 
self, downplaying his contribution. 


“Tm just doing what little I can. I don’t have 
a Power suit, and my little sister used to beat me up, 
so I’m not the combat sort, but I know people, who 
know people, and I hear a lot of things, and I make 
sure that those things get to people who DO have 
power suits, or mystical weapons. Its like back in 
World War II, people at home did their part, and 
that’s all I’m doing. And I’m not alone.” 


In fact he isn’t. Many Normal Paragon Citi- 
zens can be found, offering heroes information on 
where to find villainy, or providing items to inspire, 
or enhance the hero, giving them that needed edge. 
They don't fly, shoot electricity, but since most para- 
gon heroes would be lost without them, I ask you, 
are they any less heroes for it? 


researchers who entice would-be heroes into ille- 
gal experimentation. Though these unscrupulous 
individuals may promise powers beyond belief, 
often they leave their victims mentally or physi- 
cally crippled, or worse. 


Tf you are ever approached for illegal experimenta- 
tion, please report it immediately to shut it down 
before it can harm another person. If you wish to 
join the ranks of Paragon City’s best and bright- 
est, apply in person at City Hall today. 


This has been a Heroic Service Announcement by 
SERVE: Support, Education and Resources for 
Vigilante Excellence 
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Just Men 


Continued from page 1 
Fan Fiction by Morchaint 


I glanced at the door Operative White was now 
suddenly stopped before. The man who couldn't be 
stopped—blocked by a simple, unimposing, innocent 
door. 

“So he’s the one?” I asked, nodding towards the 
door. 

“He is.” 


“M 

He snorted, pushing the cup of coffee across the 
table, back and forth between two hands without actu- 
ally touching it. “Well it doesn’t matter anyway. Whole 


? I’m just the janitor, sir.” 


new team, this time. They said it was a new era. Called 
for a new crop.” 

“They do say funny things.” 

He chuckled again and there was that smile in its 
full glory. “Ah heck, they're right Jonsey. Skulls, Hel- 
lions, they've even got grave-robbers running around 
in the open out there now. What ever happened to just 
fighting some good old Commies?” 

The cup floated two inches above one palm now, 


With the ever-present, gold-lensed glasses cover- 
ing Operative White's eyes it could be hard to tell his 
countenance. For an outsider, | suppose. But hover- 
ing between those cheeks, which I had watched slowly 
droop from their spry youth to their now aged slump, 
was the hint of a smile that was never far away. Never 
far for any of the White's, so far. They all had that in 


common at least. He approved, I knew. He just didn't 


like approving. 

“Maybe a cup of coffee?” I suggested. 

White looked relieved and followed me over to 
the cafeteria. I poured us two cups and we sat down. 
White carefully, almost reverently placed the bundle 
on the table. 

“You had a good run, sir. Longest yet.” 

White tugged at the brim of his fedora. That was 
all him. That would be how I always remembered this 
White. He chuckled. “I guess this Ops got tired of 
pulling over at every restroom between here and a 


crime scene.” 

I sipped my coffee and let him work through it. 

“Super-powered.” White shook his head. “No su- 
pet-powered kidneys.” 

“Tts life, sir.” 

“Easy for you to say.” He tumed those golden 
? Over 


covered eyes on me. “You've been here for wha 
a hundred years now?” 


re right this 


its lonely contents still untouched. “They 
time. I couldn't even tell you who the bad guys are any 
more. Good, bad. All looks the same now-a-days. No 
more Berlin Wall. No more Cold War. Time for a new 
crop. New generation.” 

‘The cup floated up towards his lips, but he only 
smelled at it then sent it orbiting slowly around the 
room. “This crap certainly hasn't gotten any better. 
You'd think the government could at least make a cup 
of coffee.” 

“Don't cops always drink bad coffee?” 

He didn’t hear me or he still wasn’t in the mood 
to joke. “What do you think about him?” he asked 
instead. 


I pictured that door. “You trained him, sir.” 


“Yes, but what do you think about him, Jonsey 
1 watched the cup intently as it wavered in its slow 


le about the room, loosing altitude with White's 
i a White through and 


dri 
through.” 


ng attention. “I know he 


“How?” White didn't need convincing, but I 
guess he wanted it anyway. 

“Well, he’s the first of his kind. Born and raised 
in the OOC. Child of two super- powered Operative 
parents.” The cup was only a few feet above the floor 
now, tilting slightly to one side. Not enough to spill. 
Not yet. I rose, rag in one hand, the other out stretched 


as I closed on the aimlessly drifting coffee. 
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Just Men 
Continued from page 4 


White didn’t notice. “A lot of pressure. I suppose 
that’s what you mean?” 

“I didn’t say that, you did, sir.” I almost had the 
cup, but it suddenly lifted a foot higher. 

“He's a good kid,” White continued, oblivious to 
my slow dance with the cup of coffee. He was in his 
own world of memory now. “Couldn't have been easy, 
growing up here. With his parents always gone...” 

“[ think they did all right.” The cup still eluded 
me, just inches from my hand. 

White sighed. “He can take a lot for granted 
though, having grown up here. He can be rash.” 

“Or eager,” I responded, circling the cup to try 
from a different direction. 

“And so damn stubborn.” 

“Or determined.” 

The cup had completely stopped now, just an 
inch above the Hoor and listing dangerously. I edged 
towards it, crouching. 

“But is he ready?” White asked himself. 

“He tries to impress you.” I said sofily, looking 
over at the old white-clad legend. “But you don't see 
it. 

White couldn't hear me. All his attention was 
turned inward. “But were any of us ever ready?” 

Just as my hand was about to close on the cup, it 
slid smoothly upward a couple of feet. 

“Jonsey.” 

T glanced back over at White. “Yes sir?” 

“I'm not that old.” He waved his hand. The cup 
arced gracefully over to the wastebasket and dropped 
in. 

“Yes sir.” 

White stood, holding the bundle in two hands 
before him. Sort of like a bishop must have held the 
crown before a coronation. As he moved back towards 
the door that had stopped him before, he glanced back 
at me. “Thanks Jonsey.” 

“Yes sir. 

White disappeared through the door and I took 
back up my mop. That spot in the hall wasn't quite 


clean yet. 

A few minutes later the man in white came back 
through the door, shutting it behind him. | mopped 
quietly while he stood there. 

He removed his hat and his glasses. Just an old 
man. “You take care Jonsey.” 

I nodded. “You too, James.” 

“That's going to take some getting used to.” James 
walked down the hall, but as he reached the corner 
he stopped and looked back. “You take care of him 


Jonsey.” 
I nodded again. “Where are you going?” 


“Well Op Pink...” He stopped and shook his 
head. “I mean Mary and I... I think we're going to 
be farmers.” He flashed that smile and with a wave he 
was gone. 

Still | mopped. Not clean. Not quite yet. 


It was a few moments before the door opened 
again. The man in white emerged. Reborn. Straighter 
of back, thinner around the waist. From sixty to thirty 
in a matter of moments. 

He didn't notice me until I sloshed my mop in 
and out of the bucket. 

“Dad gone?” He asked. 

I nodded. “Yes sir.” 

“He told me they were going to be farmers.” He 
didn’t sound convinced. 

“Yes sir.” I put the mop in the bucket and moved 
over to him, straightening his fedora. “That's better.” 

He smirked sheepishly. “Thanks.” 

“You'll do fine sir.” 

He pulled off the gold-lensed glasses, rubbed at 
his eyes then replaced the glasses, trying to fit them 
comfortably into place. 

“They're always afraid at first,” I said. 

“Who?” He was still playing with the glasses. I 
guess you had to grow into them. 

“The Whites sir. Every one of them.” 

He smiled just like his father. But then it was 
gone and he looked confused. “Jonsey. Why are you 
calling me sir?” 

“You're an Operative now, sir.” 

He chuckled like his father too. 

A metallic voice rang through the hall then. 
“Code 19287: Outbreak. Possible radioactive material 
contamination. Operative White report to briefing.” 

He stood staring at the communication speaker 
over head. He didn’t move. 

“That's you.” 

He looked at me for a moment, and then looked 
embarrassed. “Going to take some getting used to.” 
But he still wasn’t moving. 

“I think they need you in the briefing room sir.” 

He shook his head. “Right. Right. Better get go- 
ing.” He turned with a wave. 

“Good luck Operative White.” I called after 
him. 

‘That stopped him and he looked back. “Thanks 
Jonsey.” And then he was gone. 

‘The spot was clean now. I rolled the mop bucket 
towards the janitor’s closest. And I started laughing, 
the sound ringing through the empty halls. “Super- 
powered kidneys.” 

Just men. They were just men. 


THE END 
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UNDERWEAR ON THE OUTSIDE BEWARE TM sucKLey 


EVIL DOERS, AND 
IN THIS CASE, THE FORGET 
FIFTH COLUMN IN JUSTICE! TANKERGELL 
PARTICULAR... WANTS TO SMASH 
: SOMETHING! 
FOR THE 


ASTONISHING 
QUARTET HAS 
ARRIVED! 


HAS A NEW FACE, 
AND YOU SHALL 
SOON LEARN TO 

FEAR THE NAME... 

SHOOTING 
STAR! 


NOT, COMPATRIOT: 
ERIK THE CLERIC SHALL 
DEFEND YOU, AND HEAL 
YOUR AILMENTS! 


I'M SENSING 
ALACK OF ENTHUSIASM 
HERE. 


I WASN'T 
AWARE BLASTERS 
HAD ACCESS TO THE 
“GRASP OF THE OBVIOUS” 
¥ POWER POOL. 
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DcP ENDS IT’S SYMPATHY AND PRAt 


WHEN TOMORROW STARTS WITHOUT ME 
AND I’M NOT THERE TO SEE 
IF THE SUN SHOULD RISE AND FIND YOUR EYES 
ALL FILLED WITH TEARS FOR ME. 


I WISH SO MUCH YOU WOULDN'T CRY 
THE WAY YOU DID TODAY. 
WHILE THINKING OF THE MANY THINGS 
WE DIDN'T GET TO SAY. 


I KNOW HOW MUCH YOU LOVE ME 
AS MUCH AS I LOVE You. 
AND EACH TIME THAT YOU THINK OF ME. 
I KNOW YOU'LL MISS ME TOO. 


BUT WHEN TOMORROW STARTS WITHOUT ME 
PLEASE TRY TO UNDERSTAND, 
THAT AN ANGEL CAME AND CALLED MY NAME, 
AND TOOK ME BY THE HAND. 


AND SAID MY PLACE WAS READY, 
IN HEAVEN FAR ABOVE, 
AND THAT I’D HAVE TO LEAVE BEHIND, 
ALL THOSE I DEARLY LOVED. 


BUT WHEN I WALKED THOUGH HEAVEN'S GATES, 
I FELT SO MUCH AT HOME. 
WHEN GOD LOOKED DOWN AND SMILED AT ME, 
FROM HIS GREAT GOLDEN THRONE. 


HE SAID " THIS IS ETERNITY, 
AND ALL I PROMISED You." 
TODAY FOR LIFE ON EARTH IS PAST, 
BUT HERE IT STARTS ANEW. 


1 PROMISE NO TOMORROW, 
FOR TODAY WILL ALWAYS LAST, 
AND SINCE EACH DAY’S THE SAME WAY, 
THERE’S NO LONGING FOR THE PAST. 


SO WHEN TOMORROW STARTS WITHOUT ME, 
DON’T THINK WE’RE FAR APART. 
FOR EVERY TIME YOU THINK OF ME, 
I'M RIGHT THERE IN YOUR HEART. 


